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dered whether we had met before. Thus I knew in
some way that E.P. would rise as the clock struck nine
and suggest we all walk across to the Casino Hotel for
dinner. And I knew it would be the youngest brother,
Mehdi, who would stay behind while I locked up, and,
as we crossed the courtyard in the moonlight, would
take my arm saying, " You and I will be friends."

We were merry at dinner, though I noticed the
brothers took no drink.

'' We can't in public/' said Mehdi, who had seen my
glance.

I thought for a moment. Arak is a colourless fluid
like absinthe which turns a cloudy white when water
is added to it. I asked the waiter to fill a teapot with
arak and bring three cups. They were delighted by this
solution to the problem, and sat primly swilling down
arak and winking at us now and then with large brown
eyes.

As we sat drinking coffee outside on the terrace,
which overlooked the sea shining in the moonlight, we
were joined by an aggressive sheikh who we knew was
one of Murshid's cronies. He began boasting tediously
.of his skill with a pistol. Four empty beer bottles had
been left on the balcony at the sea's edge. Suddenly
E.P. took out his revolver and, without altering his
position as he lolled in the deck-chair, shattered a bottle
with each shot.

" What a rowdy evening it is \" he said as he put
his pistol away.

By now the brothers were distinct in my mind. Zen,
the eldest, who spoke seldom, had firm, clear eyes and
a wide, generous mouth. He was the most straight-
forward and perhaps the strongest. Fadel was of
slighter build. He was quick to laugh in his soft voice;